ON   THE   STUMP   IN   AMERICA

little son, Julian, trotting by his side. I considered
myself highly fortunate indeed to have got an oppor-
tunity now and then of talking with Hawthorne; and
was very proud when I found myself able to draw him
into talk. He was a very silent man, could sit silent a
whole evening in any company where there were many
strangers. As Emerson said of him, ' he rode well his
black horse of the night/ But I had the good fortune to
hear him talk, and to be admitted to talk with him; and
I soon found that when he was in the humour he could
speak as one might have expected the author of * The
Blithedale Romance' to speak. Hawthorne was one of
the handsomest men I have ever seen. His broad and
noble forehead, his splendidly modelled face, his thick,
dark hair, and the burning depths of his dark eyes made
up a picture which instantly challenged the attention of
anyone who chanced to see him. During this visit to
Boston of which I have been speaking, I had the pleas-
ure of meeting his son, Julian Hawthorne, again. We
had met many times, indeed, since the far-off days when
I used to see him trotting by his father's side in Bold
Street, Liverpool. Julian Hawthorne had been a resi-
dent of London for many years, and was on close terms
of friendship with my family and me. He made for
himself a distinct success in literature; and some of his
novels show a thorough originality of conception and a
genuine artistic skill. He was at one time a resident of
what I may call the Bedford Park colony near London,
a delightful kind of artistic settlement within the fron-
tiers of which it was fondly hoped that the commonplace
was never to be permitted to intrude. Julian Haw-
thorne had much of his father's personal picturesqueness
and grace as he had much of his father's literary endow-
ment. He had a large circle of friends in London, and
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